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nita." Airanged at traditional distances in this expanse were
eyes and nose and mouth. There were also various excrescences
of a less usual kind, "mountains," one might say, in this sun-
scorched moon, to which Mr, Weatherwax was wont sometimes to
refer, as "these here bugg-uncles what do grow out of me cheeks."
All the preparations for the Vicarage high tea were awaiting
the return of the old and the young master; but meanwhile the
two ancient gossips, as if a Square were entertaining a Circle,
were enjoying themselves well enough, independent of the
tea-pot. Mr. Weatherwax was tasting in advance a bottle of
cognac, so that whenever the Abbey House sideboard should be
debtor again to the Vicarage cellar, there should be no abrupt
or disconcerting change in the nature of the loan!
"So us be going to have a new Mayor, come election-day,
among they councilmen,'5 remarked Mr. Weatherwax dreamily,
"all of we work-folks be requested by some as we do know to
nudge they councilmen and stir 'em up. Tis said by some as we
do know that Mr. Wollop and Mr. Crow be out to turn our
quiet town into a girt city Borough by increasing the population.
But whatever they says, my gal, I holds by authority. I holds
by Mr. Crow. Tis said this here Geard, a man no different from
I, a man what can pray high and drink deep like any common
man, will be for letting visitors in and keeping hindustry out;
but I holds with Mr. Crow and his hindustries. Do ?ee want to
know, my gal, why I holds wi' he?'5
"Will 'ee have a taste of me 'gorlas,' Isaac?" interrupted
Penny. " Tis better than usual today."
Mr. Weatherwax permitted a faint sign of affirmation to flicker
across his political gravity while Penny rose from her chair.
She proceeded to make some rapid changes in the relative posi-
tion of pots and the lids of pots upon her great stove while her
visitor finished the brandy. This flat expanse of rusty iron sur-
face with its many round-lidded apertures, was Penny's Colos-
seum of Encounters with Brute Matter. It was an older stove
than that used by Emma Sly up at The Elms and it was handled
in a more primitive manner. The Elnfs stove was always kept
well blacked. Like Louie's stove a* The Abbey House it possessed
polished knobs and shining ornamentations, whereas the Vicarage